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"I notice," he began bluntly, seizing the bull by the horns,
"that there's an empty space between my mother's grave and
my wife's. Do you happen to know if any steps have been taken
to retain that space for me?"
The elderly man with the drooping moustache gave him a
sudden startled look, a look that made No-man feel as if he
suspected him of intending to rush upon death in some way
that interfered with the established order.
"You must go to 'They' about that, sir," he remarked gravely.
Dud's mouth opened; and so tense were his nerves that he felt
on the point of repeating that sardonic sound—like a man
imitating a howling dog—that had burst from him before. In
his effort to control himself he glanced away from his astonished
interlocutor to the figure of "thik 'ooman," who was still standing
by the cemetery gate.
The sight of her enduring yet ravaged face under the brown
hat had once more a calming effect upon him.
"All right," he muttered. "I expect I'd better do as you say."
But as he left the man—and he always remembered the peculiar
sourness of the thin smoke that came from that heap of cemetery
rubbish—he felt an unsurpassable barrier of distaste for the whole
subject.
"What the hell does it matter where they bury me ?" he thought.
"And what does it matter whose son I am?"
He had indeed an obscure sensation, as he hurried to join the
woman, as if to go a single step further on this graveyard quest
would really be a kind of suicide.
"Damn this whole business!" he thought. "What does it
matter?
"I'll write my hooks and I'll live in the present! No-man is
my name and my business is No-man's business. My girl is
my girl, and my mother is my mother. To hell with these
graves!"
He felt when he joined the woman and looked in her face as
if he had scrambled out of the earth and carried the smell of
it in his nostrils.
When they were on the path by the side of the road she spoke
gently to him as if she knew what he was feeling.
"I couldn't bring myself to go to my son," she said in a low
voice. "But it was wrong of me. It sets them free when you go
to them. We oughtn't to hold them back."
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